THE   BIRD   SET   FREE

*No marvel. Sweet, you clap your wings
In hunger for the open sky;
I see your pretty flutterings,
Will let you fly.

'But O, when in some shady grot

You preen your breast in noonday's blue,

Be not your Susan quite forgot,

\Vho hungers too ! *

A   "WARBLER

In the sedge a tiny song

Wells and trills the whole day long;

In my heart another bird

Has its music heard.

As I watch and listen here,
Each to each pipes low and clear;
But when one has ceased to sing,
Mine -will still be echoing.

TINY   EENANENNIKA
Tiny Eenanennika
Was like a little bird;
If the least whisper sounded,
She heard, oh, she heard I
Claw or wing, in bush or brake,
However soft it stirred.
Tiny Eenanennika
Had bright gold hair;
Fair as a field of wheat,
Like sunshine, fair,
Like flame, like gilded water---ohft
Past words to declare !
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